Charles would go back to the office. There was little to
do at Howards End. The contents of his mother's will had
been long known to them. There were no legacies, no an-
nuities, none of the posthumous bustle with which some
of the dead prolong their activities. Trusting her husband,
she had left him everything without reserve. She was quite
a poor woman - the house had been all her dowry, and
the house would come to Charles in time. Her watercolours
Mr Wilcox intended to reserve for Paul, while Evie would
take the jewellery and lace. How easily she slipped out of
life! Charles thought the habit laudable, though he did
not intend to adopt it himself, whereas Margaret would
have seen in it an almost culpable indifference to earthly
fame. Cynicism - not the superficial cynicism that snarls
and sneers, but the cynicism that can go with courtesy and
tenderness - that was the note of Mrs Wilcox's will. She
wanted not to vex people. That accomplished, the earth
might freeze over her for ever.
No, there was nothing for Charles to wait for. He could
not go on with his honeymoon, so he would go up to London
and work - he felt too miserable hanging about. He and
Dolly would have the furnished fiat while his father rested
quietly in the country with Evie, He could also keep an
eye on his own little house, which was being painted and
decorated for him in one of the Surrey suburbs, and in
which he hoped to install himself soon after Christmas.
Yes, he would go up after lunch in his new motor, and
the town servants, who had come down for the funeral,
would go up by train.
He found his father's chauffeur in the garage, said
* Morning' without looking at the man's face, and, bending
over the car, continued: * Hullo! my new car's been driven!5
'Has it, sir?*
'Yes/ said Charles, getting rather red; 'and whoever's
driven it hasn't cleaned it properly, for there's mud on the
axle. Take it off.'
The man went for the cloths without a word. He was a
chauffeur as ugly as sin - not that this did him disservice
with Charles, who thought charm in a maa rather rot, and
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